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sandy downs of Ramla Maqainama. A fair wind blew upon
us from the south and the gap gradually widened between us
and the long, dark line of the Summan until it disappeared
from our view and left us engulfed in an ocean of sand. It
was a gentle, pleasant country somewhat similar to Jafura,
now bare and now fairly thickly dotted with vegetation,
mostly Ghadha but with patches of Hadh and other herbs.
My companions seemed limp and lifeless after the richness of
their feasting, and the baggage camels lagged behind. After
little more than two hours' marching we found some fair
pasture and halted for nearly an hour to let them come up. I
found plenty to interest me—plants, insects and the like—
but the slowness of our march annoyed me and, when we
resumed, I insisted on walking. I found no difficulty in
keeping pace with the baggage animals and amused myself
with a little time-keeping, which showed that I was pro-
gressing at the rate of about 50 inches per second—rather
less than three miles an hour. It was pleasant enough walk-
ing over the sand, but we came to a gravel plain about two
miles wide like a broad ribbon running across the sands from
south to north. My feet felt the difference at once and even
the camels trod gingerly. My companions liked not my
walking, which was a silent reproach to themselves, and
about halfway across I yielded to their entreaties and the
argument of my bare feet to mount. For a while I kept to the
snail's pace of the baggage until there was a general speeding
up, whereupon I went forward with some others.
Afar off they named to me a thick clump of perhaps a
dozen Ghadha bushes as Ghadhawat ibn Huqai, called thus
after a Marri who had perchance slept there or fought or
lost a camel. At 3 p.m. we halted for prayers, and at 5 we
camped for the night near the eastern extremity of Ramla
Maqainama overlooking another broad gravel strip—Hidba
Buraika.
The only incident of the march had been the sighting of a
bustard which was shot at and missed. I had collected some
Mantids and there were some moths1 at my light in the even-
1 Of 24 species of moths collected by me in the Bub* al Khali, no fewer
than 16 are provisionally regarded as new to science. See Appendix.

